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Thou Richard flialc to the Duke of Norfolkc, 

And tell himpriuily.of our intent. 

You Edward fhall vr.to my Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kentifhmcn will willingly rife. 

In them I truft: for they are Souldiors, 
Witric,courteous,UberaIl,full of fpirit. 

While you are thus imploy’d, what refteth more? 

But that I feeke occafion how to rife. 

And yet the King not priuie to my Drift, 

Nor any of the Houfc of Lancafier. 

- Enter Gabriel* 

But ftay, what Newes? Why comm’ft thou in fuch 
pofte? 

Gabriel. The Qtreene, 

With all the Northerne Earles and Lords, 

Intend here to befiege you in your Caftle. 

She is hard by.withtwcntiethoufandmcn: 

And therefore fortifie your Hold,my Lord. 

Torke. I,with my Sword. 

What ? think’ft thou,that we feare them ? 

Edward and Richard, you (hall ftay with me. 

My Brother Mount ague (hall pofte to London. 

Let Noble PVart9icke,Cobham ,and the reft. 

Whom we haue left Protcdlors of the King, 

With powrefull Pollicic ftrengthen themfelues, 

And truft not firople Henry ,nor his Oathcs. 

Mount. Brother, I goe: lie winne them,fcare it not. 
And thus moft humbly I doc take my leaue. 

Exit Cdlountague, 

Enter tMortimer,and his Brother. 


York. Sir John,and Sir Hugh Mortimer,m\nc Vnckles, 
You are come to Sandall in a happie houre. 

The Armie of the Queene mcane to befiege vs. 

lohn. Shce (hall not neede, wee’le meete her in the 
field. 

j Torke. What,with fiue thoufar.d men ? 

Richard. I, with fiue hundred,Father,for a ncedc. 

A Woman’s general!: what (hould we feare ? 

A March afarre off. 

Edward. I heare their Drummes: 

Let’s fet our men in order, 

And iffue forth^and bid them Battaile ftraight. 

7V« , £e.Fiuemen to twentie: though the oddes be great, 
I doubt not,Vnckle,of our Vi&orie. 

Many a Battaile haue I wonne in France, 

When as the Enemie hath beene tenne to one: 

Why (hould l not now haue the like fuccefte ? 

Alarum. Exit, y 

Enter Rutland,and his Tutor. 

Rutland. Ah,whither (hall I flye,to fcape their hands ? 
Ah Tutor,lookc where bloody Clifford comes. 

Enter Clifford. 

Clifford. Chaplaineaway.thy Priefthood faues thy life. 
As for the Brat of this accurfcd Duke, 

Whofc Father (lew my Father,he (hall dye. 

Tutiy'. And I,my Lord,will beare him company. 
Clifford. Souldiers,away with him. 

Tutor. Ah Clifford,snunher not this innocent Child, 
Leaft thou be hated both of God and Man. Exit. 
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Clifford. How now? is he dead alrea f ?: ( T7' 

Cr is it feare,that makes him dofe 
He open them. ? 5 * 

Rutland. So looks the pent-vp Lvon . 

Tha^ trembles vnder his deuouring Pawes' ^ ftt < 
And fo he walkes,infulting o*re his Prey = 

And fo he comes.ro rend his Limbcs aa,n.U 
Ah gentle Clifford ,kill me with thy Sword * 

And not with fuch a cruell threatning Look 
Sweet Clifford heare me fpeake, before I dyj' 

I am too meane a fubiett for thy Wrath ^ * 

Be thou reueng’d on men.and let me liue 
Clifford. In vaine thou fpeak’ft,poore 
My Fathers blood hath ftopt the paffage 5 
Where thy words (hould enter, * ° 

Rutland. Then let my Fathers blood open i. 0 . 

He is a man.and Clifford cope with him. F 6aint > 
Clifford. Had I thy Brethren here, theirliues and *• 
Were not reuenge fufheient for me: ” ^ 

No,if I digg’d vp thy fore-fathers Graues, 

And hung their rotten Coffins vp in Chaynes 
It could not flake mine ire,nor eafe my heart.* 

The fight of any of the Houfc of Torke, 

Is as a furie to torment my Soule: 

And till I root out their accurfed Line, 

And leaue not one aliuc.I liue in Hell. 

Therefore— 

Rutland. Oh let me pray .before I take my death- 
To thee I prayjfwcet Clifford pitty me. 

Clifford. Such pitty as my Rapiers point affords. 
Rutland. I neucr did thee harme: why wilt than (U 
me ? ’ 

Clifford. Thy Father hath. 

Rutland. But ’twas ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one Sonne, for his fake pitty me, 

Leaft in reuenge thereof,fith God is iuft. 

He be as miferably flaine as I. 

Ah,let me liue in Prifonail my dayes, 

And when I giuc occafion of offence. 

Then let me dye,for now thou haft no caufe, 

Gifford. No caufe ? thy Father flew my Fatheruherc- 
fore dye. 

Rutland. Diyfaciant laudis fumma fit tfia tut. 
Clifford. Plantagenet, I come Plantagenet: 

And this thy Sonnes blood eleauing to my Blade, 
Shall ruft vpon my Weapon,till thy blood 
Congeal’d with this,doe make me wipe off both. 


Exit. 


tAlarum. Enter Richard, Duke of Torke. 


Torkjt.The Army of the Queene hath got the field: 
My Vnckles both are flaine, in refeuing me; 

And all my followers,to the eager foe 
Turne back,and flye,like Ships before the Winde, 
Or Lambes purfu’d by hunger-ftarued Wolues. 

My Sonnes,God knowes what hath bechanced them: 
But this I know,they haue demean’d themfelues 
Like men borne to Reno wne, by Life or Death. 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 

And thrice cry’de,Courage Father,fight it out: 

And full as oft came Edward to my fide. 

With Purple Faulchion,painted to the Hilt, 

In blood of thofc that had encountred him: 

And when the hardy eft Warriors did retyre, 
Richard cry’de,Charge,and giue no foot of ground, 
And cry’de, A Crowne,or cite a glorious Tombe, 
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-- . r oraiTEarthlySepulchrc. 

^ Scepter, d ine . but out alas, 

^ it h this w of a S i haue feene a Swan 
' VC ?u d n!lefe labour fwimme againft cheTyde, 

\Yith length with ouer-matching Waucs. 

^nd ip eI ™ A fhort Alarum within. 

. .u e f 3 call followers doe purfue, 

faint and cannot flyc their furie: - 

And I a,n (iron*’,I would not (hunne their furie. 

n»k« vp ray Life, 

ThC *ufUftay^ h cre enc ^* 

Inter the Queene, Clifford, Xorthfimberland, 
the joHng Princei<tm{Sottldiers. 

me bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 
fw vour quenchleffe fane to more r ? gc ; 
mvour Butt,and 1 abide your Shot. 
tforthmb. Yeeld to our mercy.proud plant agenet. 
rlfiord. I,to fuch mercy.as lus ruthlcffe Atme 
Withdowne-right payment,(hew’d vnto my Father. 

N w phaeton hath tumbled from his Carte, 

And made an Euening at the Noone-tide Prick. 

Jerke. MyadaeM 3 the Phoenix,may bring forth 
»Bird,that will reuenge vpon you ill: 

And in that hope,I throw mine eyes to Heaucn, 

Scornin ' 7 what ere you can afflidf me with, 
why come you not ? what,multitudes,and feare i 
Cl,f. So Cowards fight.when they can flye no further, 
So Doues doe peck the Faulcons piercing T allons, 
Sodcfperate Thceues,all hopelefle of their Liues, 

Breathe out Inuedfiues gainft the Officers. 

Torke. Gh Afford, but bethinke thee once againe. 

And in thy thought ore-run my former time : 

And if thou canft.for blufliing.vievv this face, 

And bite thy tongue,that (landers him with Cowardice, 
Whole fiowne hath made thee faint and flye ere this. 

Clifford. I will not bandie with thee word for word, 
Bat buckler with thee blowes twice two for one. 

Queene. Hold valianc Clifford, for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while theTraytors Life: 

Wrath makes him deafe; fpeake thou Northumberland. 

Horthumb .Hold Clifford.Ant not honor him fo much. 
To prick thy finger,though to wound his heart. 

What valour were it.when a Curre doth grinne. 

For one to thruft his Hand bet weene his Teeth. 

When he might fpurne him with his Foot away ? 

Itis Wartes prize,to take all Vantages, 

And tenne to one,is no impeach of V alour. 

Clifford. I, I, fo ftriues the Woodcockc with the 
Gynne, 

Northumb. So doth the Connie ftruggle in the 
Net. 

Tork .So triumph Theeucs vpon their conquei’d Booty, 
SoTruemen yeeld with Robbers.fo o’re-matcht. 

Northumb. What would your Grace haue done vnto 
bjm now ? 

Queene. Braue Warriors,^ Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him (land vpon this Mole-hill here. 

That taught at Mountaines with out-ftrecchcd Armes, 

'i etparted but the flladow with his Hand. 

What,was it you that would be Englands King ? 

Was t you that rcuell’d in our Parliament, 

And made a Preachment of your highDefcent? 

W here arc your Mcffe of Sonnes.to back you now_, 

The wanton Edward ,and the Iuftic George ? 


And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigie, 

Dickie,your Boy,that with his grumbling Voyce 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in Mutinies ? 

Or with the reft,where is your Darling, Rutland t- 
Looke Torke, I ftayn’d this Napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford; with his Rapiers point. 

Made ifllie from the Bofome of the Boy: 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giue thee this todric thy Cheekcs withaL ■ 

Alas poore Torke, but that I hate thee deadly, 

I (hould lament thy miferable ftate. 

I pvythee giieue.to make me merry,? orke. 

What,hath thy fierie heart fo parcht thine cntrayles. 
That not a Teare can fall/or Rut lands death ? 

Why art thou patieni,man? thou fhouln’ftbemad: 

And I,to make thee mad,doe mock thee thus.. 

Stampe.raue.and frct.that I may fing and dance. 

Thou would'ft be fec’d.I fee,to make me fport: 

Torke cannot fpeakc,vnleffe he wcarc a Crowne. 

A Crowne for Torke; and Lot ds,bow lowe to him: 

Hold you his hands.whilcft I doe fee it on. 

I marry Sir,now lookes he like a King: 

I,this is he that tookc King Henries Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted Heire. 

But how is it,that great Plantagenet 

Is crown’d fo foone,and broke his folemne Oath ? 

As I bethinke mt.you (hould not be King, 

Till our King Usury had fhooke hands with Death. 

And will you pale your head in Henries Glory, 

And rob his Temples of the Diadcme, 

No w in his Life.againft your holy Oath ? 

Oh’tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the Crowne;and with the Crowne,his Head, 
And whileft we breathe,take time to doe him dead. 
Clifford. That is my Office, for my Fathers fake. 
Queene. Nay ftay, let’s heare the Orizons hce 
makes. 

Torke. Shce-Wolfe of France, 

Butworfe then Wolues of France, 

Whofe Tongue more povfons then the Adders Tooth: 
How ill-befeeming is it in thy Sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 

Vpon their Woes,whom Fortune captiuaies i 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like,vnehanging, 

Made impudent with vfe of cuill deedes. 

I would affay,provvd Qiieene,to make thee blufh. 

To tell thee whence thou cam’ft,of whom dexiu’d. 

Were flume enough, to fhame thee, 

Wert thou not fliameleffe. 

Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils.and Ierufalem, 

Yet not fo wealthie as au Englifti Ycoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needes nor,nor it bootes thee not,prowd Queene, 

Vnlcfle the Adage mull be verify’d, 

That Beggers mounted,runne their Hotfe to death, 

’Tis Beautie that doth oft make Women prowd. 

But God he knowes,thy fhare thereof is imall. 

’Tis Vertue.that doth make them moft admir’d. 

The contrary,doth make thee wondred at. 

’Tis Gouernment that makes them feeme Diuinc, 

The want thereof,makes thee abhominable. 


Thou art as oppofite to euery good. 

As the Antipodes are vnto vs. 

Or as the South to the Septentrion. 

OhTygrcs Heart.wrapt in a Womans Hide, 


How 
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